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local newspapers all the same. Owen, I think, was
rather taken by this blunt expression of my hero-wor-
ship, and our conversation ended in his handing me over
the page of manuscript and inviting me to pay him a
visit. It would be superfluous to say that I did pay him
the visit, and that he received me with all that sweet-
ness and frankness of manner which was characteristic
of him, and which one so often finds associated with
great intellect and assured fame. For many years I
never saw Professor Owen again, but during my Gower
Street days I sometimes met him, and until his death he
occasionally sent me some reprint of a lecture he had
delivered, or other indication that my existence had not
wholly passed out of his memory.

In the meantime that keen struggle between science
and orthodoxy, to which I have already alluded, had
set in, and the younger men were beginning to regard
Owen as one who had been pushed aside by the greater
energy and boldness of the newer school which was
represented by Darwin, Huxley, and Tyndall. I am
myself entirely lacking in all culture of the fields of
science, and I never was able to understand why there
should have been any antagonism between the followers
of Owen and the followers of Darwin, or, indeed,
whether there was any actual antagonism at all. But
I found that most of the people whom I knew talked
of Owen as representing the old school and Darwin as
representing the new, and I could only accept the sup-
position that there was some sort of struggle going on,
and that Owen was to me a living man because I had
known him, and Darwin only a book or the head of a
school because I had not known him, I was fortunate
enough to make the acquaintance of Thomas Huxley
later on, and to have the pleasure of meeting him often
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